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substitute for all that he had lost. Lonely and ailing now,
someone heard him murmur among the fanfares of his
triumph, " Power! it has come to me too late. There were
days when, on waking, I felt I could move dynasties and
governments; but that has passed away/* Besides, the
charm was failing. For the unwearied Gladstone ingemin-
ated woe before roaring audiences in Midlothian; and the
inconstant public yielded with increasing reluctance to the
slightly enigmatic attractions of " Imperium et Libertas "
and a " scientific frontier/' Indeed, an Afghan War seemed a
distasteful price to pay for these somewhat problematic
boons ; and in Zululand the meagre laurels of Rorke's Drift
had scarcely veiled the dark memory of Isandhlwana. The
sands ran out in 1880, when Mr. Gladstone was swept back
to office on a spate of eloquence, his exasperated sovereign
wringing her hands and presenting the retiring Premier with
her statuette in bronze, together with two Highland figures,
and a plaster group of John Brown, a pony, and a dog.

These trophies followed him to Hughenden, where he sat
writing notes to Lady Bradford about " the eremite, who
hears nothing, and is absorbed in his own thoughts,"
watching his peacocks and waiting for warm weather. Then
he remembered something in his study and, a defeated
statesman of seventy-five, sat down to his unfinished novel.
It charmed him out of the distasteful scene around him where
Mr. Gladstone, installed in power, was locked in a preposter-
ous conflict with the egregious Bradlaugh, or a hollow eye
revisiting the House of Commons could see only " Mr.
Chamberlain who looked, and spoke, like a cheesemonger,
and the other new lights ; Mundella, who looked like an old
goat on Mount Haemus, and other dreadful beings/' It
charmed him back into the past, where Whig hostesses shook
their ringlets in the candlelight of 1827, and one might meet
the Duke on Charles Arbuthnot's arm in St* James's Street,
He breathed once more the air of Lord Liverpool's stroke
and Mr. Canning's fatal chill; and as he breathed it, car-
riages rolled up, and doors swung open, and he saw them ail